BIDEFORD   BRIDGE

jagged rocks and the wide stretches of yellow sand that
fringe the long curve of the bay; they would have seen
where the waters whiten and seethe over the dangerous
bar, and, surely, before it was too late, they would have
turned to look once more on the cliffs of Hartland, now
purple in the distance, which one of them at least was
not again to behold for many a day to come.

At length, with much caution and a great grinding of
brakes, the carriage slowly descends the precipitous High
Street at Bideford, and as they drive along the mast-
fringed quay and begin to cross the historic bridge that
spans the Torridge, the boy, who has always had an eye
for the beautiful, suffers his gaze to rest for a moment
on the gallant old town with whose story he was so
familiar; on the river broadening out towards the sea;
on the high woods of Annery or seawards, past Appledore,
and Instow, to where the glimmering uplands beyond
Braunton melt into the faint azure of the Exmoor hills.
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